56          THE CALL OF THE WORLD

of the five Allies. All of which, set off by the grand
sweeps of the open meadow-land and the back-
ground of wooded hills and dappled clouds, go to
make Marlston House as fine a picture of an English
country-house as one would care to see anywhere:
and on many a ramble, when the rhododendrons
were out on the bushes, I lingered by the lower end
of its laurel-hedge, taking in the rare beauty of a
scene which free nature and human art had combined
to make for the delight of all who had eyes to see
and hearts to feel and respond! But to-day I shall
not linger there, for I have far to go. So I hurry
down the narrow lane and on to the road and walk
on scarcely tarrying anywhere. Except for the tall
elms and ploughed fields and high ill-kept hedges,
the country all round looks as unprepossessing and
characterless as it is possible to imagine. But Nature,
ready as ever to make up for her deficiencies by her
resourcefulness, rouses me of a sudden from the
listlessness into which I am fast sliding by letting
fall on my ears from an elm tree above the full-
throated notes of a thrush, and scarcely has the little
songster ended its song when the melancholy strains
of a cuckoo are borne across the fields, and ere these
die down a lark merrily starts from a field hard by
its short, quick trills as it flutters straight up, which
in their turn are drowned by a chorus of cawing
rooks blown about the sky by a passing gust of
wind. Amid that happy succession and still happier
intermedley of sounds, this dullest bit of my walk
is soon left behind and the steeple of Bucklebury
Church presently comes in sight, and a few minutes